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	1. Chapter 1

_**Wow, we've come this far... thank you all, my derpy little Boateers, for reading the magnificent stories of Doctor Who. If you don't like the seventh-Doctor Cybermen, you really are barking up the wrong tree...**_

Rusty floored the acceleration of her TARDIS in ship mode on, making it weave through most of the Cyber-drone ships. All of them were landing on the new, regenerated, Mondas-X. Shade was surprisingly eager to check out this planet too, to see what the Cybermen had done with it. Of course, Mondas-X was nowhere near Earth, so it didn't really look similiar at all.

As they entered the Atmosphere, Rusty leant forwards to scan for a spot to land. "Where do we park up, Shade?" She called from across the communicator.

"I dunno." Shade replied, not so helpfully.

"Try the spot with a huge red mark." The Cyber-Leader commented.

"Yeah. Thanks." Shade replied, less enthusiastically. As Shade casually managed to touch her ship down with skill, the Cyber-sergeant gave Rusty some much needed advice.

"Right. Rule one. Do not crash the ship onto the bay. Lower it, SLOWLY." The Sergeant hissed.

"Thank you so much I really was going to nose dive straight into a giant metal slab." Rusty replied, in a badly sarcastic exclaiming tone. For once, her TARDIS began to slowly lower to the floor- that was, until it stopped and fell.

"What the hell happened?" Shade hissed.

"You better not have dented that metal." The sergeant warned.

"Uh, no I haven't and I think I managed to stall the TARDIS..." Rusty observed.

"Can you even stall an organism?" The Sergeant queried.

"According to Rusty's research, yes." Shade mumbled her eyes furrowed in confusion. Rusty and Shade exited from their TARDISes, to be confronted by the sergeant.

"Oh hi. No need to look in that direction." Rusty remarked, flinching as she saw the mark in the landing spot.

"It's been two days since Mondas-X came to life and you've already made your mark!" The Sergeant hissed, before taking them into the building. Literally the whole of the built-up area of Mondas-X seemed to be either silver, light brown or black. It looked like the future that Earth never had.

Rusty wasn't as alert as Shade, so she didn't notice the arrays of poles before them. Shade tried to warn her Timelord friend, but by then she'd already walked face-first into it.

"Nice..." Shade commented.

"Ta." Rusty replied, as if nothing had happened. The Leader was waiting patiently in the main control room, until it saw the door open.

"You know I saw the pole thing." The Leader added as they came through.

"God Dammit!" Rusty hissed.

"Anyway. Shade, are you going admit that you're impressed?" The leader questioned. 

"I so badly want to say no... but I don't have a choice. We're all amazed." Shade sighed, defeatedly.

"Do you guys have a science lab?" Rusty asked.

"Obviously. Why?-" The Sergeant responded.

"Because if you didn't I would've Over-_reacted_." Rusty sneered, trying to not sound the alarm for her horrible puns. The Sergeant punched her hard on the shoulder, and it took every bit of force in her to not reel away. Those hits hurt more than landing in a wasp farm, stark-naked.

"We have encounter some problems whilst building Mondas-X. One is that it doesn't really have the regeneration effect." The Leader hissed.

"Surely Bismuth cured that?" Rusty replied.

"_Bismuth..._" The element sat in the silence for a few seconds.

"You didn't get it, did you?" Shade snorted.

"No... but that's not really the biggest problem." The leader responded. They pivoted around to look on the part of the screen that the leader was pointing at.

"That's not the Cyberfleet. Is it." Shade mumbled.


	2. Chapter 2

_**If only I could come up with Bismuth puns, the Cyber-sergeant would've beaten the crap out of Rusty by now. Anyway, my Boateers- I hope you are still reading for the humor ;D**_

The Cyberleader hurriedly called for about sixty of the Cyber-flagships, which already was over twice the amount of the oncoming fleet. It didn't look as if they'd been in this attacking business for long.

"Oh. I recognise those ships." Rusty exclaimed.

"What?" Shade replied. 

"Those are the Silurians." Rusty explained.

"Wow. They made _ships_?" Shade responded, surprised of what this race had done.

"Yep... Big leap from being trapped under the Earth." Rusty replied, dully. Some of the Silurian ships had managed to weasle their way past the Cyber-flagships, and were searching for a docile spot to land.

"Watch this." The sergeant growled, as he activated one of the lasers. It struck a palpable hit onto one of the oncoming ships, wrenching the metal and reducing it to no more than dust. Rusty inhaled.

"That. Was. Awesome." She exclaimed.

"So you gonna fangirl over Cyber-lasers now?" Shade teased.

"Shut up. And possibly. Seeing you hug Starr worked as well." Rusty bat back.

"Was that too easy or...?" The Cyberleader wondered.

"Nah. The Silurians just picked the wrong race, wrong time." Shade answered.

"Leader. The Silurian ships are powered by Bismuth." The Sergeant observed.

"You're kidding. WHAT?" Rusty snorted, as she came up to study the layout of the vessel.

"We'll let you invade Silur. We don't care about them." Shade yawned, stretching.

"Well, we don't have to-" The Leader began.

"Oh my god their gonna show mercy." Rusty exclaimed.

"N-no-" The Leader stammered.

"MERCY!" Rusty shouted.

"Rusty-" The Leader hissed.

"MERCY!" Rusty called, whilst Shade was leaning over the Cybernetics, falling in hysterics.

"Shut up!" The Sergeant snarled, shaking Rusty until she steadied herself.

"We _are _going to attack Silur." The Leader sighed.

"Right." Rusty replied.

"Something smells fishy though." Shade commented, emphasizing on the name generally branded to the Silurians. Rusty snickered, turned around and bit her knuckles hard so that she wouldn't give the pun away.

"Shade's right. It cod be something mysterious..." Rusty gritted her teeth and began to hyperventilate slightly.

"Are you kidding." The Sergeant growled.

"Watch out, Rusty. Eel punch you for making puns." Shade snorted.

"Whale, we best stop then, eh?" Rusty sighed calmly, whilst keeping an eye on where the Sergeant and Leader were. The Leader didn't seemed to respond, but the Sergeant was practically fuming.

"Woah, clam down there Serg. Just puns." Shade exclaimed, poking Rusty so that she would end it there. Rusty nodded and was seriously clamping her jaw so hard that it would probably snap off.

"Done?" The Cyberleader called.

"Wait. One more." Rusty added.

"No." The Sergeant hissed. Rusty and Shade were guided back to their TARDISes by a considerably peeved off Cyber-sergeant, before they realised that they once again, by some miracle shock and horror, needed to rely on Rusty to get to Silur. Rusty seemed to break through with some astounding amount of humour.

"Ah, come on. I won't crash into you guys as much." Rusty purred.

"Rusty, if you dent the Cybership I myself will personally run you over with it." The Sergeant growled. Rusty pulled a shocked face and mouthed the word 'Whoops' to Shade, who made no attempt in hiding her hysterics.

Shade reluctantly followed her Timelord friend back out of the atmosphere of Mondas-X, before swearing as Rusty did a late minute swerve of an asteroid. Shade turned to one of the main panels on her TARDIS. Oh boy, it was going to be a long and censored flight.


	3. Chapter 3

_**OH MY GOD THIS CAN'T BE! EVERYTHING'S GOING... completely fine...?**_

Shade winced as she saw Silur come up on the screen in her TARDIS. It seemed like such a nice place, seeing their buildings and bases secured into the landscape. Silur seemed like a second much more decent Earth. Rusty was weaving her ship, trying not to scrape the sides as they avoided some of the oncoming shards.

"Can't you be that careful with everything else?" The Sergeant growled.

"I am. It just doesn't work." Rusty argued.

"Nope. Obviously." Shade snorted.

"Hey? Are you doubting my care for other's objects?" Rusty exclaimed.

"Well. I don't really need to doubt." Shade pointed out, recaping in her brain the other times when they'd landed less-than-majestically. Rusty seemed to huff out any need for more crashing before she prepared to charge into the atmosphere.

"Alright. Let the fleet go in first." The Cyber-leader commanded, sending off some of the ships. The only ones that remained stationary in the air were the Mothership, the main science ship, Rusty and Shade's TARDISes and a couple of drones. The distress call was sounded from one of the leading files, so the leader went over to examine.

"The connect is ineffecient... I can't get their message." The Leader hissed, trying to not sound as if something was about to go terribly wrong.

"Should we go down?" Rusty suggested.

"No, it would be too unpredict-" The Leader began, before Rusty's ship burst through the space, closely followed by Shade's. Both of them could here the voices of disapproval and as it turns out, reason- yet they still wanted to get a chance to dive bomb into an unknown planet. Shade slowly as they when through the main sheet of air, wondering what the problem was. She could see all the fleet ships hovering safely as far as she was concerned.

"What's the actual problem, then?" Shade muttered.

"I don't know. It looks like their flying up and down." Rusty replied, regarding what she was staring at during that moment of time. It looked as if they were bouncing off the sky as if it was a protective shield. Uh oh...

"What's that face for?" Shade questioned.

"The sky. It's a huge Cyber-rat trap." Rusty hissed.

"A what now?" Shade sighed, not quite being able to translate from remedial Rusty.

"Things can come in the atmosphere, but not out." Rusty moaned. Shade gritted her teeth together and attempted to make a connection with the Cyber-mothership. They would have a greater chance of succeeding than anyone else- only because they weren't part of the same make.

The connection was still the same, though. They only had options to send out a distress call, although this time they could sent ONE word trying to explained it.

"That could be two between us." Rusty pointed out.

"It's way too early for maths, Rusty. But yeah." Shade responded. By the end of it they agreed on what it was going to be.

The Sergeant came up to his leader, slightly confused by the two messages sent by each of their Timelord allies.

"Well then? What does it say?" The Leader prompted.

"It says '_rat trapped_'."


	4. Chapter 4

_**So lets just get this straight. Rusty and Shade are now trapped under the atmosphere by a force that the Silurians created. Ooo intense...**_

Rusty rapped her fingers against her TARDIS, taking it's chameleon effect off and let it fade onto the steady ground. Shade flowed, a lot more reluctantly.

"Rusty, we have no actual idea what's going on. Why do you think it's a good idea to land?" Shade complained, on edge as she emerged from her TARDIS.

"Someone's got to do something, Shade- and those Cybermen are only drones." Rusty replied, locking the door of her TARDIS. Shade's one just minimized and went back to the slot on the chain around her neck.

"Yeah but still. You know what the Silurian warriors are like." Shade sighed, trying to picture the lizards cruel, twisted smiles. Come to think of it, the fish puns didn't really fit in with the Silurians.

"Well. I guess I do. Anyway, grab your shotguns my friend. This could get messy." Rusty recaped, cringing slightly as she seemed to be reading Shade's mind.

Both of the Timelords weren't eager to leave their TARDISes behind, though if it meant looked relatively normal then it wouldn't matter. Upon trying to find a way in to where ever the shield was being sorced from, Shade seemed to wish that they weren't going against the Silurians. They had such a wonderful planet- too bad the inhabitants had become hostile as well as cocky.

It reminded the Timelord duo painfully of their experiences on Spiro. The thick trees, the dense constellations, the Dalek base- wait, HOLY CRAP!

"OH MY GOD." Rusty gasped, nearly jumping out of her skin.

"T-they couldn't have!" Shade inhaled.

"What about the spiridons?" Rusty stammered. _What about the Spiridons!? _Shade began to panick harder as well.

"We'll just have to hope they haven't killed them." Shade breathed, her voice wobbly as she attempted to keep a lid on her emotions.

"Hey there." Came a rough yet fairly young voice. They both whipped around to see a warrior Silurian, leaning against one of the trees.

"OI! I SWEAR TO GOD IF THE SPIRIDONS ARE DEAD WE ARE GOING TO HAVE A SERIOUS ISSUE." Shade snarled, obviously frightening the Silurian with her abbrasive side.

"H-hehe... don't worry. Their prisoners." The Silurian replied, making sure he was a fair distance away from the snappy creature.

"Don't. Worry. Don't bloody worry!" Rusty howled, clamping her teeth together. What if Volice, the first Spiridon they'd ever met, was dead?

"Calm down, geez. Anyway, the Silurian leader says I gotta take you to the cells too. I would move you by force, but I'm not going to be the one to kill you." The Silurian stated. Rusty looked as if she were about to object massively, until Shade nudged her slightly.

"Rusty. This isn't a threat. It's mercy. We can see if Volice is there." Shade hissed. Rusty nodded and averted her gaze to the floor, trying to not to hyperventilate out of worry and rage. The Silurian signaled impolitely with his hand for them to follow, straight into the Dalek base.

"By the way, _mate_. What's your name?" Rusty growled.

"Eh? Do you really want to know?" The Silurian asked.

"Depends. Do you want me to call you fish?" Rusty replied. Shade face-palmed and snickered.

"Uh, you know what. All I am is Haster, to you." He mumbled, the Silurian self-assurance dissolving in to the air. Rusty and Shade exchanged some 'what the balls' looks but didn't say anything from the entire trip there. It was Shade who broke the silence, whilst making observations.

"Where are all the Silurians?" Shade asked.

"Well. There wasn't very many of us in the first place." Haster replied.

"Oh... Yeah we know. About the whole living under Earth thing." Shade responded.

"Okay, craps over. What's up with you?" Rusty burst, barging Shade out the way slightly and got exchanged a rather emotive punch on the bad shoulder.

"I-uh, W-well..." Haster stammered, looking away instantly.

"She doesn't mean to be so upfront. She's the only one here who actually cares right now." Shade muttered, staring straight ahead. Rusty prodded Haster on the shoulder, prompting him to answer.

"Eh. I got forced to be a warrior Silurian. I hate it. I'm really not the fighting type." Haster answered, trying not to look as if it bothered him greatly.

"It's all well and good hiding it. But geez, it's not like it's something small to you, is it?" Rusty persisted.

"It doesn't matter- I don't have choice." Haster sighed. Silence hung in the air until they came up to the cells. Of course, neither of the Timelords were surprised to not be able to see anything.

"You didn't let them wear their furs?" Shade hissed.

"They took them off by choice. It's pretty warm down here, you know." Haster replied, letting the Timelords slip through the door.

"Rusty, Shade!" Came a familiar voice.

"Volice!"


	5. That Other Silurian

_**- Hyperventilating - OH IT'S FINE VOLICE IS OKAY! Ha... ha... KILL MEEEEEEE**_

_**Uh, anyway. So Haster is a bit sad for whatever reason, Volice is alive and Silur is actually Spiro. WHY IS THIS SPIRO-ING OUT OF CONTROL!?**_

Rusty stood there for a few moments, hugging Volice whilst Shade patted him on the shoulder.

"Oh thank god. STUPID FISH-LIZARD THINGIES!" Rusty spat.

"Okay okay okay shhh." Volice sighed hugging Rusty back and trying to stop her from shouting.

"Sorry Volice." Shade apologized, using her arm as a crowbar and wrenching her friend away from the suffocating Spiridon. Rusty gave her a sure-shot hate look which passed quickly.

"Yeah. Whatever. How'd you guys wind up here then?" Volice huffed.

"Oh. Well. That's a long story." Shade replied.

"Trust me, there's heaps of time." Volice prompted, his gaze sweeping the hallways. Shade moaned with her disapproval, leaving Rusty to do the talking. Just because she could be bothered to do it.

"... And then Hass looked a bit down so we asked and he said his not really a fighting type." Rusty breathed, falling over. Volice and Shade looked up from where they were sitting, whilst murmers of judgement came from some of the other Spiridons.

"Well. Whose is." Volice murmed. Shade rose her hand and Rusty snorted from down on the floor.

"What? Just because I may or may not have punched some people in the face." Shade protested.

"You dated Jack the Ripper." Rusty pointed out.

"SHUT. UP." Shade spat, stepping on Rusty's ankle.

"HEY!" Rusty shouted, sitting upright and pulling her foot so that she fell of from where she was sitting. Shade dragged Rusty to her feet and slapped on the back of her head. Volice groaned and shoved them violently aisde.

"Nope, not going to happen not here never here not infront of the kids." He growled, making Shade sit back down to his right and Rusty to his left.

"This is stupid." Shade hissed.

"No. What's stupid is what you guys argue over." Haster called from across the hall.

"Oh. Hey Hass. You can hear us..." Rusty murmed.

"Everyone can hear you." He replied.

"That's an overstatement!" Shade protested, before flinching as she heard his terribly sarcastic clap from where he was sitting.

"Guys?" Volice redirected the attention.

"Heya, Volice. When did you get here?" Rusty complied.

"Oh. Probably longer then you think." He replied sarcastically. Watching these two bicker, or three if you included Haster, was certainly enough to probably scare some of the young Spiridons. Whilst Volice wasn't keen on youngsters, he wasn't keen on arguements, either.

"So anyway. Escape plan." Shade bounced back from a rage state.

"No." Rusty halted.

"WHAT?" Shade hissed.

"Shade, there is literally no way that we can do anything whilst the Cyberfleet is trapped." Rusty explained, for once sounding dull and doubtful.

"No, no no no! Don't you start getting morbid. STOP!" Shade exclaimed, slapping Rusty on the shoulder.

"Okay." Rusty responded, before leaning back so that she was against the bars of the jail. "Oh Haster!" She called. The Silurian warrior came over, to look at her sceptically.

"Yeah?" He returned, prodding her in the back so she didn't bend the metal.

"You know how we're not that bad." Rusty prompted.

"Uh..." Haster sighed.

"Don't you? Come on. Eh? Ehhh?" Rusty grinned, poking the warrior silurian tentatively.

"Alright, alright. What?" He admitted, not sure of where Rusty was going with the whole conversation.

"Well. Can you bust us all out?" Rusty questioned. Shade flinched and groaned, and Volice sounded as if he was facepalming mega-time.

"Lets see. Can I betray my race for some people that I've known for like five minutes... Hmm..." He growled.

"Okay, okay good point." Rusty snorted, retreating back to Shade and Volice.

"Then again I never said no." He called.

"W-what? You serious?" Shade stuttered, in amazement as she realised that Rusty's stupid plan had worked. "Rusty, your stupid-ass plan worked!".

"I know. And why?" Rusty declared, before turning to the warrior with a confused expression twisted on her face.

"No Spiridon or timelord on this planet has done anything wrong. It's just us, you know?" He explained, sawing at the chain on the cage.

"Aww. That's adorable." Rusty commented.

"Okay." Haster replied, unsure of what that meant. Still, once again he assumed it was a compliment, despite Shade's half-hearted look.

"Uh, quick question." Shade prompted, tapping Haster on the shoulder. "What do we do?".

Rusty and Volice, if it was even possible, exchanged glances as if the outcome would never be anything like Shade- or anyone, at that matter- wanted it to be.

"Well. Just. Stick with me for now. Tell the Spiridons to stay here." Haster edged.

"What? Why bust them out then?" Shade exclaimed.

"Look, if the Silurians catch them they'll go no mercy. That's how the rest of us are, I suppose." Haster explained. Shade looked as if she was about to object heavily, though Volice interrupted her output.

"Of course. Good luck, you odd lot." He warned, patting them on the back. Both of the Timelords waved weakly, not quite believing what had happened in that short space of time.

"Right. Come on. There is one place and one other Silurian you can trust." Haster persisted, leading the Timelords deeper into the Silurian building.


	6. Vinny

_**Well. I have no idea what my brain decided to do to the last chapter, so I fully understand if you didn't like it. Yikes... scary.**_

Rusty and Shade had no idea what they'd got themselves into, or how to get out of it. Right now they were relying on the hope that Haster, the warrior Silurian that recently broke them out of a cell, wasn't lying. Still, it wasn't as if he had a reason to be. They couldn't particularly take that risk, even though Shade wasn't sure of this strangely passive and bouncy alien.

Haster led them around a corner, before making sure none of them walked into the half-visible metal doors that they were confronted with. Haster rapped lightly on the doors, and someone opened them from the inside.

"Oh. Haster- wait, what is this?" A silurian was standing in the entrance, narrowing his eyes at the two Timelords that his friend had brought him.

"This is Rusty-" Haster began, before being interrupted by Shade's much loved observation.

"The one with the hair that looks all... exploded. And stuff." Shade put in.

"Yes-" Haster emphasized, shooting Shade a 'game on' look. "And this is Shade." He introduced.

"The one with the face." Rusty pointed out, making Haster snicker and Shade kick her in the shin. Even the stranger had a small laugh under his breath.

"Heh, okay. I can see their with you. I'm Vincent, the scientist." Vincent replied. Rusty inhaled.

"Can we call you Vinny?" She asked.

"I guess." He replied, smiling a crooked and unsure expression. Rusty had a mini celebration, so Shade joined in.

"What are you guys doing?" Haster questioned, unsure of what all this dancing around meant.

"Rusty's always asking people for nicknames. Her goal is achieved. Hoorah." Shade replied, in the dullest voice possible.

"That's not true! Me and the Cyber-sergeant have nicknames for you." Rusty gave away, realising her mistake.

"You what?" Shade hissed.

"U-uh nothing. We have beautiful lovely nicknames and love you completely very much." Rusty tried to save the moment.

"That's good. 'Cause if you didn't you'd know the routine." Shade grinned.

"Hehehe... yeah." Rusty sighed, recaping on those shoulder-aching moments.

"So. I'm assuming you're wondering how Silur came to be?" Vincent guessed. Haster facepalmed along with Shade, who had to restrain Rusty from losing her temper again.

"No. Not really. This planets not even Silur, is it?" Rusty murmed.

"No- you're right. Out of interest, how many of us do you think there are?" Vincent questioned.

"Too many?" Shade answered, recieving a pointed nudge in the ribs from Haster.

"No- well, yes however if I told you the amount would you do something for me?" Vincent prompted.

"I'm guessing it's not to kill them all so probably." Rusty replied, half mumbling.

"Well, actually..." Vincent strained, as if he hadn't made up his mind.

"WHAT?" Shade exclaimed.

"I know it looks bad, but that's what you guys want, right?" Haster defended.

"We don't care! We just want everyone off this planet!" Shade snarled, not to anyone in particular.

"Would you believe us if we said we didn't want to make Silur this way?" Haster asked. Silence hung in the air for a few moments, as Shade dragged Rusty by the collar of her shirt over to the corner. Shade shrugged her shoulders and made sure they were out of earshot.

"Rusty. HOLY CRAP ON A CRACKER." Shade breathed, unable to take in the fact that the whole situation has escalated in about fifty minutes flat.

"What do we say?" Rusty hissed, glancing over her shoulder to where the Silurians were murmering to each other.

"If we say yes, we could have chance." Shade pointed out.

"But if they're lying, we'll look so gullible." Rusty growled.

"If they're lying they'll die. Silur can't win anyway." Shade concluded.

"So what do we do?" Rusty whispered.

"Play it cool. Follow my lead." Shade instructed, leaving Rusty to follow her as they approached the two unusual enemies. Rusty seemed pretty hesitant to go back, seeing as there was a chance that they were being played with like dummies.

"You two decided?" Vincent persisted.

"Yeah. We guess we can trust you." Shade replied, wearily. She shot an expectant look at Rusty who nodded and gritted her teeth, trying to make herself look like her friend. Though she wasn't showing it very well, all the others could see straight through it, despite Shade who was trying to act like she didn't notice.

"Of course... anyway, can you just stay here whilst I do something?" Vincent sussed, noticing the hesitation in the Timelord's stature and tone. Shade nodded and Rusty shrugged the question off. Haster kept staring intently at the floor as his ally manoeuvred away. As soon as Vincent made away, he flicked his attention to the two Timelords.

"Well?" He hissed.

"Well what?" Rusty responded, in the same tone.

"You are actually the worst liar ever. Just admit it. You don't trust us." Haster commented, looking slightly hurt as he tried to make his point.

"Sorry. Let us walk up to every race with a violent past and pat them on the back." Shade defended, flaring up in anger.

"That's basically what I did with the Cybermen." Rusty mumbled, skirting around and examining some of the various objects on the tables. She had her back turned entirely from everyone, just to avoid letting them see what she was doing. Vincent must've come back whilst she was doing so, because his voice surprised her slightly.

"Alright. I have the aerial view of Silur's base." He explained, holding out the paper to Shade.

"I don't want to sound boastful, but the Cybermen will kill every Silurian they see with ease." Shade pointed out, gravely.

"They won't match the Silurians intelligence or-" Vincent began, before he was interrupted by Rusty's correction.

"The Cybermen are the trump cards of the universe. Our allies are smarter and stronger then you." She added, studying an odd glowing canister of a shiny substance.

"Rusty put that down." Shade called, without turning around. Rusty whipped around, expecting to see her friend staring in her direction, to see that she wasn't even side-glancing.

"H-how did you? WHAT!" Rusty exclaimed, setting the object down defeatedly. Shade tapped the side of her head and sighed. She watched her friend stand bolt upright, as paced footsteps hammered down the hallway.

Familiar ones at that.


End file.
